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The Blind Girl Lived 


When the hotel caught fire, one of 
the few people who came out unhurt was 
a blind woman. She had to come down 
all the way from the eleventh floor. But 
she arrived quite safe, though sixty people 
who could see died and two hundred were 
injured. 

The night started out much as any other 
night does. No one thought there was go- 
ing to be a fire. Almost everyone had gone 
to bed and was asleep. A group of friends in 
one of the rooms were playing a game. 
Shortly after midnight one of the players, 
thinking his wife might be wondering 
where he was, telephoned home. 

“I’m playing a game with some of the 
fellows at the hotel,” he told her. 

“When are 


you 
coming home?” she 
asked. 
























“In a minute,” he 
said. “We're almost 
through with the 
game. As soon as it’s 
over, I’ll come.” 


To a window Fawn led on, 
out, onto a fire escape, 
and down all of those 
eleven floors to the safety 
of the ground far below. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 






But that man never went home again. 
For in the few minutes it took to finish 
that game, the alarm sounded. 

“Fire!” someone screamed. 
eryone out!” 

Instantly everywhere was panic and con- 
fusion. Smoke billowed up the stairways. 
Flames raced up the exits. People on the 
upper stories were trapped. Fire engines, 
sirens screaming, roared in from all parts 
of the city, for this was the worst hotel 
fire in the United States in thirteen years. 

Sleepy hotel guests, wakened by the 
noise, leaped from their beds and race 
for the fire escapes—only to find the 
blocked. Desperate, ten of them jumped 
from upper story windows to certain death 
on the sidewalks below. 

High up, on the eleventh floor, was Miss 
Anita Blair, a blind person who traveled 
from place to place giving lectures. 

She too awakened to the noise of the 
sirens, the shouting and the screaming. 

Fawn, her Seeing Eye dog, was anxious 
to be gone, but was standing by his mis- 
tress, faithful to duty. Now he came close 
to her side, and she took a firm grip on 
the handle of his harness. 

Out into the hall Fawn led the way, 
through the smoke and confusion and din, 
and Anita, though she could not see, trusted 
that he was leading right. To a window 
Fawn led on, out, onto a fire escape, and 
down all of those eleven floors to the safety 
of the ground below. 

Miss Blair escaped the fire unharmed 
because she trusted the one who was lead- 
ing her. 

You have problems sometimes, don’t you, 
that make you feel dreadfully unhappy 
down inside. When you feel that way, just 
trust in Jesus as Miss Blair trusted in her 
Seeing Eye dog, for Jesus has promised, 
“I will instruct thee and teach thee in the 
way which thou shalt go: I will guide thee 
with mine eye” (Psalm 32:8). And though 
Seeing Eye dogs may sometimes lead the 
wrong way, Jesus never does. You can 
always trust Him. 


“Fire! Ev- 


Your friend, 


a Wacrerel 








NOSE-DIVING TO DEATH 


By ADLAI ESTEBPAID 


H® WAS a young American Air Force pilot 
in World War II. He was on a hazardous 
mission, and he was the only one left alive 
in the plane. In the twisting and tortuous 
turning in an effort to avoid the enemy, his 
plane got out of control, and he started in 
a deadly nose dive. He tried to bring the 
ship out of the dive, but he could not budge 
the stick. 

He was diving to his death. He knew it 
would soon be over. 
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Then he thought of the little Bible he car- 
ried over his heart. He must have one last 
word from God before he would crash to 
his death. 

He reached for the little Book, as many 
boys have done in the last two world wars, 
boys who have carried their Bible over their 
heart. Many of them have shown a hole in 
the Bible where the nose of the bullet 
stopped upon a precious promise in the 
Word of God. To page 21 











Only seconds remained! He felt for 
the Bible in his pocket, to read be- 
fore he died. But the Book was gone! 
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He was sure he could 


swim the stream alone. 


JERRY LEARNS THE HARD WAY 


1) 
ops By 


pay was not really a bad boy. It was 
just that sometimes, if he wanted to do 
something very much and had been told not 
to, he went on and did it anyway when he 
thought no one was watching. 

Like going to the river alone, for instance. 
Mother and Daddy had often warned him 
never to go swimming alone. So he usually 
went with Daddy or with some of his 
friends. 

But this morning there was no one to go 
with him. None of his friends were at home. 
He had asked Daddy, but the answer was, 
“I'm sorry, son, but not this morning. I 
want to paint the garage today.” 

Any other time Jerry would have asked 
Daddy to let him help with the painting. But 
this morning was warm and sunny, and he 
had his heart set on going swimming. He 
sat down on the front step with his little 
dog, Chipper, beside him. 

He reached down to scratch Chipper’s ear. 
“You know, Chipper, I’m tempted to go to 
the river anyway. I can swim all right, and 
nothing’s going to happen to me.” 

Chipper looked up and wagged his tail 
as if he understood. 

“You want to go too, don’t you?” Jerry 
asked. Chipper jumped down from the step 
and barked joyously. 

Jerry looked around the house. Daddy was 
in the garage stirring a can of paint. Mother 
was still in the kitchen. “Nobody's watching,” 
Jerry said to Chipper. “Come on, let’s go!” 

Together the boy and his dog went around 
the other side of the house and on across 
the pasture. The river ran through the woods 


ELLEN E. MORRISON 


at the end of the pasture. Soon they were 
there, and Jerry was splashing about in the 
water. 

There had been a lot of rain during the 
past few days. Jerry noticed that the river 
was swollen higher than usual and that the 
current was stronger. Yet the sight of Chip- 
per bounding happily along the river bank 
made him forget to be afraid. 

Jerry decided to swim to the other side of 
the river, the way he and his friends often 
did when they were together. He struck out 
across the stream. At first he did not have 
any trouble. When he reached the middle 
of the river, however, the current became 
so strong that he had to fight against it. 
He was swimming as hard as he could, but 
could make no headway against the swift, 
cold water. 

Slowly the current began sweeping him 
downstream. The other bank still seemed 
far away, and Jerry was getting tired. He 
would never be able to make it all the way 
across. And even the bank he had started 
from seemed far away now. Suddenly he 
became very frightened, and began swim- 
ming with short, choppy strokes, which 
wasted his strength. 

Jerry's only hope now seemed to be in 
catching on to something to save himself 
from being swept completely away by the 
river current. Downstream a tree branch 
reached out like a long arm to dip into the 
water. If only he could get close enough to 
catch it as the river carried him by! 

The tree grew on the other bank, and 
Jerry struggled to swim a little farther 











JUNIOR GUIDE is published and printed every Wednesday by the Review and Herald Publishing Assn., 
D U prin matter September 16, 
1879. Copyright, 1954, Review and Herald Publishing Assn., 


t2, 2. .S.A. Entered as secon 
Act of Congress of March 3, 


4 {| JUNIOR GUIDE 


Washington 
1953, at the post office at Washineton, pc. under the 
Washington 12, D.C. 





faa fad 








across as he neared the branch. It was right 
in his path as the river swept him closer. 
As it came to him, he reached up and 
grabbed with both hands. He had it! The 


current tried to tear him away, and the 
branch pulled down with his weight, but 
he held on. 

For the first time Jerry thought of Chip- 
per. The dog had realized something was 
wrong, and was now dashing back and forth 
along the bank Jerry had started from. Chip- 
per stopped again and again as if he would 


jump in and come to Jerry. 
ra “No, no, Chipper!” Jerry screamed above 

ne roar of the river. The dog paused at the 
spot where he had been ready to leap in. 
He looked across the water at his young 
master. 

“Go get Daddy!” Jerry called. Chipper did 
not move. One little ear was raised up, as if 
he wondered what was expected of him. 
Jerry’s heart sank. He had to make Chipper 
understand! “Go get Daddy!” he. called 
again. 

Chipper stood wagging his tail furiously. 
Then he turned suddenly and bolted through 
the trees in the direction of home. 

Jerry clung tightly to the sagging branch. 
He was shivering now, and getting colder 
every minute. The angry river tugged at him 
constantly. If only he could hold on long 
enough! If only Chipper could make Daddy 






Jerry was swimming as hard as he could, but could 
not make any headway against the swift, cold water. 
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come! He looked fearfully up at the branch, 
hoping it would not crack under his added 
weight. 

Every moment seemed an hour to Jerry. 
What if Chipper had not understood, after 
all, and was playing somewhere on the way 
home? He was afraid to think of that. 

Then he heard a welcome shout. “Jerry! 
Where are you?” his father called. 

“Here I am!” Jerry shouted as loudly as 
he could. 

Daddy, with Chipper at his heels, came 
through the trees at the river bank and 
looked out over the water. He had a long 
rope in his hand. 

“Here, Daddy!” Jerry cried. He was so 
weak now he felt as if he would let go at 
any moment. 

Then his father saw him. “Hold on, Jerry!” 
he shouted. “I'll throw the rope to you.” 

Daddy quickly tied one end of the rope 
to a tree. Then he poised on the bank and 
threw the rest of the rope toward his son. 
It fell short and floated past Jerry. Daddy 
pulled the rope in quickly and threw again. 
This time it went almost across the river, 
and the current carried it swiftly down to 
where Jerry clung to the tree branch. Before 
it could pass him, Jerry grabbed it with one 
hand. 

“Hold tight!” his father shouted. Jerry 
flipped the rope till it was around his wrist 
before he let go with the other hand. Then 
he let go and quickly grasped the rope with 
his second hand as the current swept him 
downstream. Then the rope tightened with 

To page 17 
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Brothers of the Scarred Hands 


Dp. 
a 3 By JOHN H. HANCOCK 





CHAPTER FOUR: STRANGE DISCOVERY 





ner his place of imprisonment in the 
hole, Billy heard the Indians ride off with 
their war whoops to drive the hated pale 
face from their land. If he had chosen to ride 
with them and fight his mother’s people, he 
would not now be languishing in the prison 
hole awaiting the tribe’s return to mete out 
his punishment. He knew he owed his life 
to the Indian mother who had reared him 
when his own mother died, but somehow 
he just could not make himself fight those 
who were of his own race, even though he 
did consider himself to be an Indian by 
adoption. 

He hoped Natowah would understand, 
for he loved her dearly. She was the only 
mother he had ever really known, since his 
real mother had died when he was but nine 
months old. 

From the dim light shining through the 
cracks in the barricade at the top of the 
prison hole, Billy looked at the tiny scar on 
the back of his left hand where Natowah 
had cut the cross to make his blood mingle 
freely with Ketowah’s blood. How proud 
she had been to be able to call these two 
lads “blood brothers.” Now both of them 
had brought disgrace upon her. Would she 
ever forgive? 

Suddenly his thoughts were interrupted as 
he heard a stir at the top of the prison hole. 
He watched intently as the barricade was 
pulled off. Then against the blue sky, Billy 
saw the form of an Indian squaw. He recog- 
nized her at once. It was Natowah—his fos- 
ter mother. What was she doing here? 
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“Come out, my son. Come quickly and 
quietly,” Natowah called. 

In a moment Billy had sprung from his 
place of imprisonment and was standing face 
to face with Natowah. Tears were in her 
eyes as she looked at him. 

“I'm sorry, my mother. I have brought 
great sorrow and disgrace to you!” Billy 
sadly moaned. 

“No, my son. I understand,” Natowah af- 
fectionately replied. “I still love you. But 
now you must go. You must leave this tribe. 
Do not linger. Good-by!” 

Billy hesitated. Where would he go? He 
knew nothing else but Indian life, and to 
part from Natowah and his people would 
bring him great pain. 

Natowah knew that the tribe might soon 
return, so she urged him strongly. “Go, my 
son. You must go at once! Your ‘blood 
brother’ is in the high slopes of the canyon 
in yonder mountain. Go, join him!” 

After snatching up a few of his personal 
belongings, Billy bade Natowah farewell 
and fled to the mountains. He did not search 
long until he found Ketowa. The two broth- 
ers of the scarred hands made their wa 
down to the outskirts of a little pionee 
village called Bishop. Here on the outskirts 
of the town, which is now a thriving com- 
munity in the southeastern section of Cali- 
fornia, Billy and Ketowa pitched their tent 
and made their home. 

By working at odd iobs, and through their 
skills at hunting and fishing, they were able 
to care for their necessities. Ketowa, how- 





ever, still wore the squaw’s clothing. Again 
and again Billy would beg him to take off 
the clothes of the outcast and put men’s 
clothing back on. 

“You have been cast from your tribe, 
Ketowa. Why do you persist in wearing these 
humiliating clothes?” 

Revealing the high regard which every 
Indian has for the law of his tribe and the 
word of his chief, Ketowa would always re- 
ply, “Though I am an outcast from my 
tribe, my chief is still my chief. He is still 

y father, and his word is law!” 
@ ins Billy and Ketowa dwelt together in 
their tent, with passers-by no doubt thinking 
them to be man and wife, never suspecting 
that Ketowa was living out his humiliating 
sentence with all the honor that an Indian 
possesses. 

One day as Billy and Ketowa were on the 
banks of the river seeking to catch some 
fish for their dinner, they heard some strange 
music coming from upstream. Curious, they 
crept along the riverbank, through the thick 
growth, until they made a startling dis- 
covery. There before them were a group 
of white people, all singing. The music was 
strange yet beautiful. 

From their hiding place in the clump of 
trees both young men listened spellbound. 
Then something happened that they did not 


Hidden among the bushes, Billy and Ketowa watched 
the strange service, wondering what it could mean. 





quite understand. One white man led an- 
other man out into the river, and after a 
few words were spoken, dipped him be- 
neath the water and raised him up again. The 
boys did not know it then, but they were 
witnessing a Christian baptism. 

It all seemed strange to Ketowa and Billy, 
but they were impressed with the solemnity 
of the service, and the sacred music entered 
into their very souls, leaving a deep impres- 
sion. What did it all mean? They watched 
as ten people were baptized in the flowing 
river; then fearful lest they should be seen, 
they quietly slipped back up the river to 
their camp. 

That night around their campfire both 
boys talked at length concerning their 
strange discovery. Each tried to figure out 
what these white people were doing, but the 
more they discussed it, the more confused 
they became. Their fear of the white people, 
their bashfulness, and their inability tq ex- 
press themselves in English freely kept the 
boys from finding out who these white peo- 
ple were and what they were doing. 

“We shall perhaps never know the secret 
of our strange discovery, Ketowa,” said Billy 
to his brother. 

“No, my brother, though they are your 
people, we are both Indians, and we cannot 
know the strange ways of the white man,” 
Ketowa added. 

When Ketowa said those words, he had no 
way of knowing that the very next morning 


To page 19 





On and on marches the 


mysterious suicide procession. 


THE DEATH MARCH 


gp? "By HARRY BAERG 


‘OR fifteen minutes one day in 1868 a boat 

in a Norwegian fiord steamed along be- 
fore it had passed through a swarm of swim- 
ming lemmings. These little animals that 
look like meadow mice belonged in the 
high hills. What were they doing in the 
ocean—and in such large numbers? 

This sight of lemmings leaving their 
mountain homes to march down to the sea 
and drown themselves has a strange story 
behind it. 

Lemmings live in the barren lands of both 
North America and Europe. In Europe they 
are famous for their suicide marches. The 
American kinds increase greatly and die off 
periodically but do not make the dramatic 
marches to the sea so often. They are the 
main food supply of the arctic foxes, owls, 
weasels, gulls, jaegers, hawks, wolves, lynxes, 
and wolverines. 

When lemmings increase, their enemies 
increase, and when lemmings are scarce, their 
enemies either starve, turn to other food, or 
move southward. In some years snowy owls 
come south across the Canadian border in 
numbers, and we may be sure that it is an 
“off” year for lemmings in the north. The 
lemmings in Norway multiply so rapidly that 
about every fourth year they have to move 
out to find food. 

Lemmings have enormous appetites. They 
live chiefly on grass, lichens, and other plants 
of the tundra. In winter when the arctic 
prairies are covered with snow they still 
gather plants and keep their runways open 
underneath the snow. They get along nicely 
under the snow blanket and are safe from 
many of their enemies. 

There are three to ten young in a litter, 
and several litters are born in a year. 

Lemming burrows are usually not very 
deep, because the arctic ground does not 
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thaw to any depth in the short northern 
summer. The various rooms in the branching 
tunnels are kept clean, and all the waste ma- 
terial is carried to a cell made for that pur- 
pose or to small piles outside known as 
midden heaps. 

Usually lemmings are shy and quiet as 
they go about their business, but during 
migration it is different. The little animals 
become exceptionally fierce and courageous. 
One of these little mice was known to at- 
tack a team of sleigh dogs. He should have 
known better. At times they will charge men. 
Of course, being so small, they are not likely 
to gain by such foolish bravery. 

The lemmings on the high mountain pla- 
teaus go along in a normal way for a year 
or so. They raise small families of three to 
four young ones and are kept in check by 
the owls, weasels, and hawks that prey on 
them. They live their ordinary lives and find 
food and water enough for all their needs. 

Then gradually a change comes over them. 
Biologists who have studied the problem say 
this change is due to a vitamin that they 
find in a small green plant that grows on 
lichens in Norway. Lemmings that eat 
these vitamins develop great appetites and 
eat more than ever. They have much larger 
families and have them more frequently. 
The lemming clan multiplies rapidly. Soon 
there are lemmings everywhere. The grass is 


all chewed off. The roots are dug up “e 


eaten, and still there is not enough food for 
all. 

Snowy owls come in great flocks and feed 
on the lemmings. Then the owls get some 
of the vitamins into their systems, and they 
become hungrier. and raise larger families 
and eat more lemmings than before. The 
same thing happens to the weasels, martens. 
hawks, and wolves. All these enemies of the 














lemmings increase in numbers and devour 
hordes of the mice, but still the supply in- 
creases. 

Eventually the rodents overflow the 
boundaries of their mountain meadows and 
swarm into the territory of the wood lem- 
mings, which live on lower levels, but they 
do not stop. The trek is on! 

Not like a regular army do they march; 
but as water welling up from the ground, 
they flow downhill in dense droves, stop- 
ping for nothing but to eat all that is be- 
fore them. The hordes of their enemies fol- 


@ them. They can easily pick out and 


eat all they want, and the irregular columns 
may dwindle a little, but the effect is hardly 
noticeable. 

Here and there parts of the swarm find 
unoccupied territory that suits them. They 
settle down and live for a few years, then 





for no apparent reason they all die out. 

The main group goes on. Thousands die 
of fever as they drink of the waters fouled 
by those that have gone before. Thousands 
more are eaten by preying enemies. Then 
as they swim a swift river, tens of thousands 
are swept over the cascades and drowned. 
The rest go on. They come to a lake, and 
without hesitation plunge in and swim for 
the far shore. Many become exhausted and 
perish, but lemmings are good swimmers 
and most of them scramble out on the other 
side. 

The suicide march continues! Through 
grass and brush, swamp and forest, over 
rocky hills and deep ravines they patter on, 
till at last they reach the sea. They do not 
fear the great salt waves that pound upon 
the rocks. They are past fearing anything. 
They swam through the other lakes—they 
will swim this one also. 

Too late they find that 
this is different. Many are 
drowned in the surf at 
the shore, but hundreds 
of thousands still are left 
swimming out into the 
open ocean. Such small 
creatures they are on the 
great waves of the sea! 
Bravely they swim on, 
but this lake has no far- 
ther shore! Enfeebled 
they sink into the cold 
waters. 

Their journey has 
ended, but the story has 
not. Back in the hill 
country from which they 
came the few remaining 
lemmings quietly go on 
living. Then they also eat 
of the wonder drug that 
at first seems to be such 
a blessing, and again the 
death march to the sea is 
begun. Like the fruit Eve 
ate from the forbidden 
tree, the glowing promise 
fades and leaves them 
nought but death. 


ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 


Not realizing that it is the 
sea that lies in front of them, 
the lemmings dive in and 
then swim to their death. 

















PATHFINDER 


FORWARD, 











MARCH! 








G. W. CHAMBERS, Reporting 


Y THE left flank, March! By the right 

flank, March! To the rear, March! 
Pathfinders, Halt! Right, Face! Left, 
Face! Present, Arms! Order, Arms! Fall 
Out!” 

Yes, the Idaho Pathfinders really put 
on a display during Idaho’s fifth Junior 
congress. Marching, racing, spelling, 
singing, playing musical instruments, en- 
gaging in various quizzes, displaying 
hobbies and skills, and having a wonder- 
ful time in general, the boys and girls 
of Idaho left one indelible impression 
—they are on the march! 

This Junior congress was the biggest 
yet! The large auditorium at Gem State 
Academy was packed. Every chair was 
taken and more were needed! And most 
of those present were Pathfinders! 

A large Pathfinder insigne graced the 
front of the auditorium, and booths and 
displays lined the sides. Boys and girls 
in uniform completed a beautiful picture. 


Thirty-seven loaves of mouth-watering 
bread presented the judges with a diffi- 
cult task. Believe it or not, two boys wor 
top honors! 

The music was excellent. Among the 
numbers presented was a drum corps 
from Baker, Oregon. This group made 
the drums they used. They even scraped 
the hair from the skins and tanned the 
hides used in making the drums! 

There was a Bible quiz, a spelling 
match, a drill down, a speed knot-tying 
contest and a slow bicycle race. 

Caldwell had the best school display, 
and Weiser had the most attractive Path- 
finder display. 

Posters and jingles warned of the evils 
of liquor. 

Idaho’s fifth Junior congress was a real 
success. Under the efficient leadership of 
A. J. Werner, the boys and girls of that 
field are responding to his command, 
“Forward, March!” 





/v. M. COLE PH 





Presenting the famous drum corps from 
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Baker, Oregon, who made their own drums out of rawhide. 











1. Easy now, steady. Don’t tip over too far, and 
keep your feet up. Two Pathfinders finish race. 


2. Best Pathfinder display was prepared by the 
Weiser club. Note camping scene at the bottom. 


3. Yum, yum! And what an aroma! Loaves were 
made by Juniors—no help from their mothers. 


4. Caldwell school won first prize for their 
display. Items were made by school students. 


5. Indian girl and milkman, ducks, cats, and air- 
planes were also displayed by Caldwell school. 


6. This ribbon was given for real work! Rose- 
mary Kellog won spell down. Congratulations! 


CET ER eer 


eg a 





GRA 














- never speak to Betty Lou again—never, 
never!” sobbed Mary as she flung herself 
across her bed, crying bitterly. 

“Why, what is the trouble?” asked Mother 
coming into Mary’s room. It was unusual 
for Mary to cry, for she was always gay and 
cheery, and she dearly loved her best friend, 
Betty Lou. 

“] just hate Betty Lou—she's an old tattle- 
tale; she told my secret that she promised 
never to tell. She even crossed her heart 
and promised never to tell a solitary soul, 
then she told Connie. And now it is all 
over everywhere—EVERYBODY knows!” 
and Mary sobbed harder than ever. 

Mother sat on the edge of the bed and 
patted Mary’s arm soothingly. “That deep, 
dark secret meant a lot to you, I am sure. 
Sometimes it does not pay to tell even our 
very best friends the things we wish to keep 
in confidence. My mother had a saying that 
she learned from her mother, which might 
be a good rule for you to follow: ‘Be friendly 
to all, friends with a few, but intimate with 
no one.’ And that reminds me of a story 
that happened when my grandmother was 
a little girl. Would you like to hear it?” 

Mary sat up on the edge of the bed and 
dried her tears. 

“Was it the grandma that I was named 
for?” she asked. 

“Yes, dear, it is a true story about my 
Grandmother Mary. It was many years ago, 
back in the time of the Civil War, when the 
bitter feeling between the North and the 
South was very strong,” began Mother. And 
this is the story she told. 

Mary lived in a little log house near Ford- 
land, Missouri. She had no brothers and sis- 
ters, so she was quite lonely at times. Her 
only friends were the little creatures of the 
fields and woods, the birds, squirrels, and 
rabbits. Of course there was Sneak, the 
‘houn-dog.’ Sometimes he would follow her 
to the springhouse, where the milk and but- 
ter were kept, or he went with her out in 
the woods to gather persimmons. But he 
usually preferred to lie under a tree in the 
shade and sleep. 

Mary’s house was not far from a strange 
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Danger lurked in Devil’s Den! 


MARY'S DEEP, D 


By MRS. .IOHN g 


place called Devil's Den. It was a craterlike 
hole in the ground, encircling an under- | 
ground lake or river, the bottom of which 

had never been determined. Mary had been 
with her parents to see the den, but was 
never permitted to go there alone, not even 
with Sneak. It was too dangerous a place 
for little girls to play. Some of the folks 
of the village suggested it might even be 
a secret hideout for rebels. 

One day Mary had a surprise. Uncle Ned 
and Aunt Sarah came, bringing cousin Lou- 
ella, who was just Mary’s age. They would 
stay at Mary’s house until they could finish 
building their own log house in the clear- 
ing beyond the north woods. 

Mary was so happy! Now she had some- 
one to play with, someone to talk to, some- 
one who would understand and share her 
inner thoughts and secrets. It seemed that 
everybody had secrets these days. Grown 
people went behind closed doors and talked 
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Why were the strangers so 
silent? Mary wondered. She 
didn’t like the way they 
looked at Mother’s scrap 
bag. Did they know what 

was hidden inside it? 





> DARK SECRET 


HN F. 





PAID 


NDERHILL_4 


in low tones. Mary and Louella had a secret 
too. Someday—but sh! that was a deep, dark 
secret. They would never tell. 

One morning Mary overheard her father 
and a man talking. They did not see Mary, 
but Mary saw them and heard what they 
said. She saw the man give Father a mysteri- 
ous package, then he mounted his horse and 
rode away. Father took the package into the 
house and hid it in Mother's bag of quilt 
pieces that hung on a peg near the door, 





right under the big gun. Mary asked no 
questions. What the package contained was 
not for her to know—that was Father's secret. 

But before the morning was over, Mary 
could keep the secret no longer; she just 
had to tell someone, so she said to Louella, 
“I have a deep, dark secret to tell you. Let’s 
go somewhere so we can be alone.” 

“Where shall we go?” asked Louella. 

“Sh!” whispered Mary. “Let’s go down by 
the Devil's Den. It is just the kind of place 
to tell deep, dark secrets—so weird and 
spooky.” 

“But are you allowed to go there?” asked 
Louella. 

“Not alone; but there will be the two of 
us, and we can take Sneak along. We will 
be careful; we need not go too close.” Mary 
called to Sneak, and led the way across the 
clearing toward Devil's Den. 

The girls were a bit tired and out of 
breath when they reached the place. They 
sat down on the edge of the great hole and 
looked down at the dark pool of water. 

“Oh,” said Louella, “I would hate to fall 
into that!” 
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pre AMP MEETING TIME 


/ By MABEL KELSO MEDLIN 


Camp meeting time! Camp meeting 
time! 

What a stir in every clime! 

What a hurry! What a hustle! 

What a happy mixed-up bustle! 

There's no time to fret or whine 

When it is camp meeting time. 


There are dresses all to make, 
Cookies, pies, and bread to bake, 
Washing, ironing, mending, too; 
Cleaning. packing, all to do; 
Counting pennies, dollars, dimes, 
When it is camp meeting time. 


Time to go! In train or bus, 
Car or truck, without a fuss; 
Live in cabin, tent, or truck, 
Or a trailer house—what luck! 
That's vacation in its prime, 
When it brings camp meeting time. 


Making new friends, greeting old; 
Many things a few days hold; 
All the things that Juniors like— 
Stories, hobbies, craft, and hike— 
Adventure waits ‘most any time, 
When it is camp meeting time. 


Now it's time to say good-by 
How camp meeting moments fly! 
Load the car or catch the train, 
We are off for home again, 
Hoping for next summertime, 
When it brings camp meeting time. 
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“There isn't any bottom,” said Mary. 
“Some of the boys of the village let down 
a weight on the end of a ball of twine, and 
unwound the whole ball, and still did not 
touch bottom. Come here, Sneak,” she called, 
as the dog was running up and down the 
little path that led down to the water's edge, 
snifing and smelling the ground suspi- 
ciously. 

“Sneak, come here!” she called again, but 
Sneak did not come. He continued to sniff 
and investigate the small passage and un- 
derground caves down near the water’s edge. 

“What were you going to tell me, Mary? 
That secret?” Louella reminded her. 

“Oh, yes. But you must promise never to 
tell a living soul.” 

“I promise—cross my heart,” said Louella 
solemnly. 

“Well,” said Mary, “I know where the 
money for the soldiers is hidden. Father 
hid it, right in our house, but nobody but 
he and I know where it is.” 

“Tell me,” said Louella, quivering with 
excitement. “I will never tell a soul!” 

“Oh, it is such an easy place, but nobody 
would ever think of looking in Mother's 
scrap bag under the quilt pieces. It is right 
in plain sight, hanging on a peg by the door, 
under Father’s gun. There, now I have told 
you my deep, dark secret. You won't tell a 
soul, will you?” 

“I gave you my promise—” said Louella. 

The two girls looked down into the dark 
water below. It was so deep, so mysterious. 
It also had a secret, perhaps many secrets 
that would never be discovered. It would 
never tell whence it came, where it was go- 
ing, or how deep was the chasm that con- 
tained its ever-moving waters. Strange 
echoes came up from the dark shadowy grot- 
toes below, as Sneak uttered sharp barks and 
low growls. 

“Let’s go back,” whispered Louella. “I’m 
afraid here.” 

“All right,” said Mary. “But remember, 
don’t tell our deep, dark secret.” 

“I promise,” said Louella. 

But Louella just could not keep a secret 
very long. She had to tell someone, so she 
told her mother. She excused herself by say- 
ing little girls should never keep secrets from 
their mothers. But Louella did not know 
that her parents and Mary's parents did not 
share the same feelings regarding the trou- 
ble between the North and the South, even 

To page 19 
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Junior Soldiers and Their Uniform 


By ERNEST LLOYD PAIP 


MANY Juniors all around the world are 
enlisted today in the Lord's winning 
army, the army that goes forth, not to harm 
people, but to save them! The apostle Paul 
reminds us that we are to be “good soldiers 
of Jesus Christ.” And since we have enlisted 
in our Lord’s wonderful army, what about a 
uniform? The governments of earth have 
each a distinctive uniform for their soldiers, 
you know. And our Lord also has a uniform 
for His soldiers. 

This uniform is like the coat that Joseph 
wore. It is a garment of lovely colors. These 
colors are the sweet graces that combine to 
make what we call “goodness.” The uniform 
is the spirit of Jesus. What lovely colors 
shone out from His life! 

He was gentle to boys and girls. He lov- 
ingly placed His hands upon their heads 
and blessed them. He was gentle to the 
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widow of Nain. He was gentle with the 
needy and the sick. He was gentle to His 
disciples. And He was even gentle to His 
enemies when they smote Him. 

A boy’s arm was raised to throw a stone 
at a bird, but its sweet voice went on trilling 
forth delightful music, and soon the boy’s 
arm was lowered and the stone dropped to 
the ground. “Why didn’t you throw the stone 
at the bird, my boy?” asked a passing gentle- 
man. The answer was, “I couldn’t, because he 
sang so nicely.” And so, Juniors, gentleness 
and kind words will very often save you 
much harm, just as its sweet song saved the 
bird. 

He was sympathetic. Jesus felt for all the 
people in their sorrows and hardships, and 
helped them in every way He could. He 
wept at the grave of Lazarus, and His pity- 

To page 19 


The boy tried to throw the stone, but he 
couldn’t. His hand fell limply to his side. 
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DONALD PALMER 


Answering requirement 2: Write or give orally to the examiner a statement telling what 
equipment should be taken for a camping trip that is to last a week or more. Include 


the personal outfit, clothing, etc. 


MV HONOR IN- Men like Lewis and Clark, 
Daniel Boone, and Kit Car- 
son, all successful explorers 
of the wilderness, carried lit- 

CAMPCRAFT tle equipment with them. 


They learned to live in rug- 
ged surroundings and use things of the natu- 
ral world to make life more pleasant. With 
these bold pioneers in mind, let us plan our 
wilderness sojourn, taking only what is nec- 
essary. 

There are many types of camping, and 
each type requires a different kind of equip- 
ment. On canoe trips one has to take patch- 
ing material, in case the canoe gets a hole 
in it. In the high country, freezing is the 
problem. In the desert, water, so abundant 
elsewhere, becomes a critical subject. Back 
packing is a very popular way to camp all 
over the country, from the Appalachian 
Trails of the Great Smokies to the High 
Sierras of Cali- 
fornia. On the 
next page is a 
list of the equip- 
ment you would 
need to take with 
you for a seven- 


day trip. 


COURTESY 
AIR TRANSPORT ASSN. 


The men who made 
this country great 
weren't _weaklings. 
They knew how to 
rough it in the wil- 
derness. 


Back packing is very specialized as you 
can see. But it is a thrill to be able to plan 
skillfully for various types of camping. How- 
ever, a supply for a week’s pack trip is too 
much for most Pathfinders to carry. A three- 
day trip with a pack weighing about thirty- 
five pounds is more suitable. 

Don’t be a sunshine camper, waiting for 
perfect weather before you venture out. 
Prepare yourself to conquer the elements. 

Oh, the contentment of lying snug in bed, 
far out in the wilderness, with camp secure, 
while the rain beats down on the tent roof 
and the angry wind blows through the forest 
trees; and the thrill of conquering Old Man 
Winter, snug as a bear in his den, living 
out a snowstorm comfortable in your shel- 
ter! The out-of-doors will make you feel 
humble, and you will praise the Lord for all 
His goodness. 

Next week: “A Good Night's Sleep.” 




























BACK PACKING EQUIPMENT FOR A SEVEN-DAY TRIP 


Back packing has to be carefully planned, so here is a sample equipment 
list for seven days, which contains both personal and camping equipment. 








MATERIAL POUNDS OUNCES 
Pack of pack frame 2 
Sleeping bag 7 
Waterproof tarp 3 
Rope 2 6 
Hatchet 2 
Knife 6 
Flashlight 1 6 
First-aid kit 1 
Match container 4 
Mosquito net 2 
Sewing kit 7 
Mess kit and 
cooking outfit 5 
Toilet articles 1 
Sweater 1 6 
Pajamas 14 
Underwear 1 2 
Extra shoes 2 
Wool shirt 1 6 
Heavy wool socks 8 
Light wool socks 8 
Towels 1 4 
Dark glasses 3 
Compass 2 
214 Ibs. of food per day 
Weight of pack 35 4 
Weight of food 18 
Total weight of pack 53 4 








Jerry Learns the Hard Way 
From page 5 

a jerk, and he felt himself being pulled 
toward the shore. Soon he was close enough 
to catch the hand Daddy reached out to him. 

“Thanks, Dad,” Jerry chattered, trying to 
stop shivering. 

“That was a close call, son,” his father 
said. “Here, take my coat and put it around 
ou. 
’ Jerry was thankful for the warm coat. And 
he remembered to give faithful little Chip- 
per a loving hug. Then he and Daddy 


REMARKS 


All down is best and weighs around 5 or 
6 Ibs. 

7 by 9 ft., can be used as a tent or ground 
cloth. 

Clothesline rope for putting up shelter, etc. 

Tent pitching, getting firewood. 

Hunting knife, all purpose. 

Use sparingly, save on batteries. 

If several on the trip have kits, a small one 
can be taken. 

Waterproof. 


Needles, thread, pins, buttons. 


Aluminum foil can be used for cooking, to 
save on weight. 
Toothbrush, paste, comb, soap, toilet paper. 


Flannel or cotton. In real cold weather use 
winter underwear for sleeping. 

Extra suit. 

For around camp. 

For cold weather. 

Two extra pair. 

Two extra pair. 

Three hand towels. 

If camping in snow, they are a must. 

Can be carried in pocket. 

Enough for one week. 


started home, with Chipper romping ahead. 
Daddy had not said a word about why Jerry 
had come to the river alone. 

Jerry reached up timidly to put his hand 
through his father’s arm. “I’m sorry, Dad,” 
he said. 

“That’s all right, son,” said Daddy, look- 
ing down at him with a smile and patting 
his hand. 

And it really was all right. They both 
knew that Jerry had learned a lesson the hard 
way. He would not disobey again, even when 
he thought no one was watching. 
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A good book is your ticket and 
passport to any place in the 
world. Through the pages of 
books you can travel to the farm 
on the outskirts of town... 
the jungles of Borneo . . . the 
sidewalks of the city ... the 
outposts of civilization. Culti- 
vate the good-reading habit. 
These books will contribute sub- 
stantially to your store of knowl- 
edge while giving you hours of 
enjoyment and relaxation. 
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JUNGLE THORN 

By Norma R. Youngberg. A gripping 
story of missionary work in the jungles 
of Borneo. A close-up picture of the 
lives of jungle folk. _ $2.00 


STORY TIME, NO. 1 


By May Carr Hanley. Contains nine- 
teen stories, into which are woven les- 
sons of honesty, courtesy, industry, 
kindness, and obedience. —........ $1.00 


MIRACLE IN BORNEO 

By Norma R. Youngberg. The true 
story of a young girl in Borneo, her 
heathen customs, and how she became 
a Christian. $2.00 


Book and Bible House 


Please send me the books checked below: 


O STORY TIME 0 MIRACLE IN 


NO. 1 BORNEO 


Please add sales tax if necessary, and postage—10 cents for the first 
book and 5 cents for each additional one. 











Brothers of the Scarred Hands 
From page 7 


his “blood brother,” Billy, would be caught in 
a chain of circumstances that would not only 
lead them to find out the strange ways of 
the white man but also change the whole 
history of their tribe! 

Continued next week: 
Forever!” 


“Blood Brothers 


Junior Soldiers and Their Uniform 
From page 15 


ing eye looked sadly upon the leper. Let us 
be thankful to Him that He came to this 
world to experience our trials and tempta- 
tions, so that He might sympathize with us 
and show us how to be kind and sympathetic 
in Our association with others. 

He was wnselfish. “He went about doing 
good.” His own hands lifted the fallen; His 
own voice spoke words of comfort; and His 
own feet walked on errands of mercy. And 
at last He gave Himself on the cruel cross 
for you and for me. 

He was trusting. Jesus never faltered in 
His faith that His heavenly Father was with 
Him. As rowers in a boat turn their backs 
to the shore and trust the man at the helm, 
so should we believe and trust in the guid- 
ance of our heavenly Father, just as Jesus 
did. 

These are only a few of the colors that go 
to make up the uniform of goodness. And 
the good soldiers of our Lord Jesus are those 
who in some measure wear this uniform. 
Then, too, we are to remember that obedi- 
ence is one of the first lessons a soldier has 
to learn on entering the army. And we are 
to learn to obey willingly and promptly. 
There are some who profess to be soldiers of 
our Lord who try to pick and choose what 
commands to obey and what to reject. But 
such will never wear the victor's crown. 

“I wish I could obey God as my little dog 
does me,” said a young lad, looking thought- 
fully at his shaggy pet. “He always looks so 
pleased to obey, and I don’t.” That boy made 
an honest confession. There are commands 
for the eyes not to look upon evil, for the 
ears not to listen to falsehood and wrong, 
for the feet not to go in the paths of the 
ungodly, for the lips to speak no guile, for 
the body to be kept clean and pure, and for 


the soul to be undefiled. Blessed are the Juri- 
iors who are learning to obey these com- 
mands, and doing so gladly. 

And we are to imitate the example of our 
Lord Jesus. History tells us that once when 
a brave general was leading his men across 
the Alps, the way became blocked by ice and 
snow, and the soldiers became discouraged 
and began to despair. The general, seeing 
how matters stood, jumped from his horse, 
seized an ax, and began to work with all his 
energy. This roused the drooping spirits of 
the soldiers, and soon a way was opened for 
a passage. 

So Jesus, our great Captain, came down 
from heaven when the way to true freedom 
and salvation was blocked by the terrible re- 
sults of sin, and by His life and death and 
resurrection He broke down every barrier 
and opened the way for man to go through 
to eternal life! 

Juniors, we are here today in the army of 
the Lord to help Him finish His work in 
these last days, and to carry it through to 
a glorious triumph. Let us imitate the Cap- 
tain of our salvation. Let us follow in His 
way, obey His commandments, stand loyally 
for Him day by day, and receive the victor's 
crown at the last. 


Mary’s Deep, Dark Secret 
From page 14 


though they lived in the same house. When 
Mary's secret was told, it soon reached 
the ears of the enemy, for as soon as Uncle 
Ned heard it from Aunt Sarah he made a 
secret trip to the Devil’s Den, then returned 
and had supper with the family as though 
nothing had happened. Mary’s parents never 
suspected that Uncle Ned was a friend of 
the rebels. 

That night as the family were preparing 
to go to bed, something happened that Mary 
remembered as long as she lived. Father and 
Uncle Ned took off their boots as usual, 
and placed them at the foot of the stairway 
that led to the little bedroom up over the 
kitchen. Mother and Aunt Sarah occupied 
the big bed, while Mary and Louella curled 
up on a soft featherbed on the floor. A small 
night candle was burning on the mantel over 
the big fireplace, sending flickering shadows 
dancing along the rough walls of logs. 

Mary closed her eyes, but she was not 
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ready for sleep, for the knowledge that she 
and Louella shared Father's secret filled her 
with excitement. The money for the soldiers 
had been entrusted to Father’s care, and he 
had hidden it in a very safe place. The rebels 
would never think of looking in Mother's 
bag of quilt scraps. 

Suddenly Sneak began to bark. This was 
not unusual, of course, for he often barked 
at night when he heard strange sounds. 
Sometimes he just barked at the moon, or 
at his shadow as he walked under the big 
walnut trees. 

But Sneak was not just barking at the 
moon, nor at his shadow this time. He knew 
someone was coming; he could hear the 
horses’ hoofs as they struck the sharp flint 
stones far down the road. As they came 
nearer, Sneak barked louder. Father came 
down the little stairs in his stocking feet, 
and opened the door. Two men on horseback 
came into the yard. In the moonlight Father 
could distinguish one of them, a man he 
knew from the village. The other was a 
stranger. 

“Lie down, Sneak,’ commanded Father. 
Sneak lay down by the door, but continued 
to growl as the men got off their horses. 

“Howdy, Gentlemen,” Father greeted them 
with genuine hospitality. “Put up your horses 
and come in for the night. Have you been 
to supper?” 


K<qK&z=—*eSa—KK&&&~~i—C—~—~—E&=—— 


If thine enemy hunger, feed him; 
if he thirst, give him drink: for 
in so doing thou shalt heap coals 
of fire on his head. Rom. 12:20. 


——*—*—V——— 


“We can’t stay long,” said the man who 
was acquainted with Father. “Just a little 
matter of business.” 

“Come in,” invited Father, then he lighted 
the big candles on the table and drew up 
some chairs. 

Mother dressed quickly and stirred up the 
glowing embers in the cookstove, adding a 
few chips and cobs. With her experienced 
fingers she soon had hot biscuits and gravy 
ready to set before the two men. She opened 
a jar of the special black raspberry jam she 
prized so highly. Nothing was too good to set 
before Father’s guests, no matter who they 
were. 
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Many times in the middle of the night 
Mother had been called out to make lunch, 
or to provide beds for her unfortunate neigh- 
bors whose homes had been raided or burned 
by the soldiers. She was always willing to do 
this, however, for she lived as she believed: 
“Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.” 

The two men ate heartily, though at times 
they seemed restless and quite ill at ease, 
eager to be on their way. 

Mary and Louella were watching from 
their little featherbed in the corner. Aunt 
Sarah was apparently asleep in the big bed. 
Uncle Ned did not even come downstairs. 
After all, they were not is guests. 

Mary wondered why the strange man did 
not talk much. She did not like the way 
he kept looking at Father, and at Mother's 
scrap bag, which hung on its usual peg right 
under Father's big gun. Was the stranger a 
rebel? What would he do? She had heard 
many stories of homes being raided and 
burned by the enemies. What if this stranger 
were a rebel? She confided her fears in whis- 
pers to Louella as they huddled close to- 
gether in the corner on the featherbed. 

Suddenly the stranger arose, blew out the 
candles on the table, and knocked over his 
chair in front of Father. Then the two men 
quickly disappeared out the door. Before 
Father could relight the candles they had 
mounted their horses and were riding away 
into the night. 

Mother brought in the small candle from 
the bedroom and relit the candles on the 
table. Father set up the chair that had been 
overturned. Then he said, “It’s gone 

“What is gone?” asked Mother curiously. 

“Your bag of quilt scraps,” said Father 
in a hoarse whisper. 

“Oh, that is of no value, really. If those 
men find any use for those old quilt blocks, 
they are welcome.” 

“But you do not realize——” And Father 
whispered something to Mother. Then he 
said aloud, “How could anyone know? I did 
not even tell you it was in there. Nobody 
would have suspected it to be in that bag 
of scraps—unless someone knew and told 
the secret.” 

Father went to the foot of the stairway to 
get his boots—but his boots were gone; so 
were Uncle Ned’s. And the gun? It was gone 
too. Even Mother’s jar of black raspberry 
jam was missing! The visitors had taken 
them away. 

Mary began to realize just what part she 














had had in the events of the evening. It was 
her fault—yes, it was her fault because she 
had told the secret. Louella had promised 
not to tell, but she had not kept her prom- 
ise. She had told Aunt Sarah, who in turn 
had told Uncle Ned. Could it be that Uncle 
Ned was a rebel? It was not unusual that 
brothers were on opposite sides, fighting 
against each other. Somehow Uncle Ned 
had relayed the secret to the strange man. Or 
was there someone at Devil’s Den who over- 
heard her telling Louella? Sneak acted 


ne down there? But Sneak would never tell. 
He would never reveal secrets. Mary buried 
her face in the pillow and wept bitterly. 

“Oh, what a wicked girl I am!” she sobbed. 
“It was I who told. And now the money is 
gone, the gun and the boots are gone, and 
the lovely black raspberry jam! Oh, I will 
never tell another secret as long as I live. 
Never, never!” 

Mother came to comfort her. “The money 
is safe, dear, though the other things are 
gone. I discovered it in my scrap bag, and 
knowing it was money for the soldiers, I 
transferred it to another place—and I will 
never tell, until the time comes for Father 
to deliver it to the right party. Now go to 
sleep, Mary, and remember, if you have a 
secret, keep it a secret.” 

“Grandma profited by the lesson she 
learned that night so long ago,” said Mother, 
finishing the story. “Whenever anyone told 
Marty a secret, no matter how trivial it might 
be, she kept it in strictest confidence. To 
her it remained a deep, dark secret.” 

“Thank you, Mother, for that story about 
Grandmother Mary. I want to be like her, 
and be able to keep a secret. But tell me, 
Mother, did they ever get back the things 
that were taken by the rebels that night? 
And where did Mary's mother hide the 
money?” 

“Well,” said Mother, “they never recov- 
ered the gun or the boots or the jam. But 
they trailed the rebels to Devil’s Den by 
the quilt scraps along the way. And the 
money? Well, Mary’s mother hid it in a 


@:. is. down there—did Sneak see some- 


corner of the featherbed on which Mary and 
Louella slept.” 

“I think I will adopt her slogan for mine,” 
said Mary. “It would be a good one for Betty 
Lou too; ‘Friendly to all, friends with a few, 
but intimate with no one.’ I will make it 
my motto, so that I will also be able to keep 
a deep, dark secret.” 





Nose-diving to Death 
From page 3 


So he reached for the Book, but to his 
utter horror it was gone. It was not in his 
pocket, and yet he knew he had placed it 
there that very morning. Then it must have 
fallen out of his pocket in the turning and 
twisting of his terrible fight for life. 

He leaned over to see if it had fallen 
somewhere in the cockpit, and sure enough, 
he saw it lodged by his feet. Quickly he 
reached for the Book, and as he reached 
down he saw something else. 

He was horrified. 

What did he see? He saw a monkey 
wrench that had also fallen from its place 
and had jammed in against the stick. Quickly 
he grabbed it, forced it loose, and pulled 
it out. 

Then again he pulled on the stick, and it 
responded to his touch—the ship came out 
of its nose dive just in time, and he was 
saved. Thus he lived to tell the story of how, 
in reaching for the Book, he had found the 
“monkey wrench in the machinery.” 

Sometimes boys and girls, and men and 
women too, may be falling into sin, going 
down to their death, crashing to destruction, 
and they do not know the cause of their fall 
from grace. If they would only reach for the 
Book, they might find the “monkey wrench” 
in the machinery of life. 

Yes, by reaching for the Book we find 
the way to live. Then let us make it a daily 
habit to reach for the Book. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


V—Being Born a Christian 


(JULY 31) 


Lesson Texts: John 3:1-8; Luke 19:8-10. 


Memory Verse: “Verily, verily, I say unto thee, 
Except a man be born again, he cannot see the 
kingdom of God” (John 3:3). 

Guiding Thought 

“My, what a change there is in that girl!” 
exclaimed the church members. 

Marilyn had gone away to school two years 
before an ignorant, awkward, boisterous girl, and 
now she was back for a brief vacation, talk- 
ing in a friendly manner to everyone, and that 
very morning she had read the missions appeal in 
Sabbath school. Yes, education had done a lot 
for Marilyn. 

“How different the Malins are!” said the towns- 
folk. ““When they came here five years ago they 
had nothing and the children were ill-nourished. 
Now that the father has prospered in his busi- 
ness they all look so different, and we're proud 
of them.” Money had made a difference in the 
Malins. 

“My,” said Grandmother, “how much better 
Gordon looks since he had those diseased tonsils 
out!”” Good health had made a difference in Gor- 
don. 

Education, wealth, and health can bring about 
great changes in a person, but the biggest change 
comes when a man or woman or a young person 
lets Jesus into his life and turns from following 
the world to following Jesus. Such a great change 
is it that the Bible speaks of it as being born 
again. 


ASSIGNMENT 1 
Read the lesson texts and the guiding thought. 


ASSIGNMENT 2 
Jesus Teaches About the New Birth 


1. One night, when the city was wrapped in 
sleep, a man of high position quietly and secretly 
left his home and made his way to the Mount of 
Olives, where Jesus was spending the night. 
What was his name, and in what words did he 
express his faith in the One he sought? (John 
3:1, 2.) 

NOoTE.—‘“Nicodemus held a high position of 
trust in the Jewish nation. He was highly edu- 
cated, and possessed talents of no ordinary char- 
acter, and -he was an honored member of the 
national council. With others, he had been 
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stirred by the teaching of Jesus. Though rich, 
learned, and honored, he had been strangely at- 
tracted by the humble Nazarene. The lessons that 
had fallen from the Saviour’s lips had greatly 
impressed him, and he desired to learn more of 
these wonderful truths. . . . He greatly desired 
an interview with Jesus, but shrank from seeking 
Him openly. . Learning by special inquiry 
the Saviour’s place of retirement in the Mount 
of Olives, he waited until the city was hushed 
in slumber, and then sought Him.”’—The De- 
sire of Ages, pp. 167, 168. 

2. What great truth did Christ teach him on 
this occasion? (Verse 3.) 


NOTE.—'"‘Nicodemus had come to the Lord 
thinking to enter into a discussion with Him, but 
Jesus laid bare the foundation principles of truth. 
He said to Nicodemus, It is not theoretical knowl- 
edge you need so much as spiritual regeneration. 
You need not to have your curiosity satisfied, 
but to have a new heart. You must receive a new 
life from above before you can appreciate heav- 
enly things. Until this change takes place, making 
all things new, it will result in no saving good 
for you to discuss with Me My authority or My 
mission. re 

“The Christian’s life is not a modification or 
improvement of the old, but a transformation of 
nature. There is a death to self and sin, and a 
new life altogether. This change can be brought 
about only by the effectual working of the Holy 
Spirit."—The Desire of Ages, pp. 171, 172. 


ASSIGNMENT 3 
How the New Birth Is Accomplished 


3. When Nicodemus questioned Christ’s words 
about the need to be born a second time, how 
did the Great Teacher explain the process by 
which this new birth is brought about? (John 
3:5, 6.) 

4. What power in nature did Jesus use as an 
illustration of the way the Holy Spirit brings 
about the new birth? (Verses 7, 8.) 

NOTE.—“The wind is heard among the 
branches of the trees, rustling the leaves and 
flowers; yet it is invisible, and no man knows 
whence it comes or whither it goes. So with the 
work of the Holy Spirit upon the heart. It can 
no more be explained than can the movements of 
the wind. A person may not be able to tell the 
exact time or place, or to trace all the circum- 
stances in the process of conversion; but this 
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does not prove him to be unconverted. By an 
agency as unseen as the wind, Christ is constantly 
working upon the heart. Little by little, perhaps 
unconsciously to the receiver, impressions are 
made that tend to draw the soul to Christ. These 
may be received through meditating upon Him, 
through reading the Scriptures, or through hear- 
ing the word from the living preacher. Suddenly, 
as the Spirit comes with more direct appeal, the 
soul gladly surrenders itself to Jesus. By many 
this is called sudden conversion; but it is the 
result of long wooing by the Spirit of God,—a 
patient, protracted process.”—The Desire of Ages, 
Pp. tiz2. 

5. What cooperates with the Holy Spirit in 
bringing about the new birth of a Christian? 
(1 Peter 1:23.) 


ASSIGNMENT 4 


A New Birth Means a New Heart and Mind 

6. What does God promise to give the one who 
is born to a new life? (Eze. 36:26.) 

NOTE.—‘When Jesus speaks of the new heart, 
He means the mind, the life, the whole being. To 
have a change of heart is to withdraw the affec- 
tions from the world, and fasten them upon 
Christ. To have a new heart is to have a new 
mind, new purposes, new motives. What is the 
sign of a new heart?—A changed life. There is 
a daily, hourly dying to selfishness and pride.”— 
Messages to Young People, p. 72. 

7. So different are the goals and aims of the 
one who becomes a Christian that this experi- 
ence is spoken of as a turning. To whom does 
Joel implore us to turn? (Joel 2:12, 13.) 

8. What change is wrought in the mind of 
the newborn Christian? (Phil. 2:5.) 


ASSIGNMENT 5 
How to Distinguish a Christian 


9. Paul tells us that the one who is born again 
is “a new creature,” and that the “old things are 
passed away,” and “all things are become new.” 
What qualities are seen in his life? (Gal. 5: 
22, 23.) 

10. How does the one who becomes a child of 
God act toward others? (Micah 6:8.) 


NOTE.—‘“Who has the heart? With whom are 
our thoughts? Of whom do we love to converse? 
Who has our warmest affections and our best 
energies? If we are Christ’s our thoughts are with 
Him, and our sweetest thoughts are of Him. All 
that we have and are is consecrated to Him.”— 
Steps to Christ, p. 62. 


ASSIGNMENT 6 


A Man Who Experienced a New Birth 


11. Name the rich man of Bethany who was 
very eager to see Christ when He came to his 
town. (Luke 19:1-4.) 

12. What was his reputation among the towns- 
folk? (Verse 7.) 

13. When he received Jesus gladly, what 
change came about in his heart and mind and 
habits? (Verses 8-10.) 


NoTE.—“It is when Christ is received as a 
personal Saviour that salvation comes to the soul. 
Zacchaeus had received Jesus, not merely as a 
passing guest in his home, but as One to abide 
in the soul temple. The scribes and Pharisees 


accused him as a sinner, they murmured against 
Christ for becoming his guest, but the Lord recog- 
nized him as a son of Abraham. For ‘they which 
are of faith, the same are the children of Abra- 
ham.’”—The Desire of Ages, p. 556. 


ASSIGNMENT 7 
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The Bible tells of many men and women who 
were born again with new hearts, new minds, 
new purposes, new habits. In this letter square 
you will find eight names of such converts. Start- 
ing with a letter in the top line and using it as 
the first letter of a name, pick the second letter 
from the second row, the third from the third 
row, and so on. 


These verses will help you: Acts 10:1; Luke 


19:2; John 12:3; Matt. 4:18; Gen. 32:24; Phile- 
mon 10; Matthew 9:9; and Acts 13:9. 
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COURTESY OF ‘‘CORONET’’ MAGAZINE HARPER GOFF, ARTIST 


THE TEMPLE OF DIANA AT EPHESUS 


Paul walked by this building. It is the temple of Diana, the goddess of the Ephesians. Read in 
Acts 19:24-41 about the day the Ephesians caught Paul's friends—who said the God of heaven was 
the only God men should worship—and shouted at them for two hours, ‘“‘Great is Diana of the 
Ephesians."’ The building was made entirely of white marble. The pillars were sixty feet high. The 
goddess stood inside. 

In spite of the two hours of shouting, Diana’s temple is gone. But the God whom the Ephesians 
despised still lives and loves every boy and girl. 





